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Pericles Prince of Tire. 

The Motto thu* •• Sic ffePlanda fUes. 

7 he Jixt Knight. 

King. And what’s the fixe and left, the which the Knight him. 

k’fc with luch a graceful! caurtefie deijuefcd ? 

'Thai. He leemes to bce.a (irapger :.but his Prefcnt it 
A withered Branch, that’s only greene at top } 

The Motto, In hic\pe viuo. 

A tug. A pretty momli ; from thedeie&ed (late wherein heis 
he hopes by you his, roi tunes yet may flourifh. 

i .Lord. He had need meane better then his outward fhew can 
any way fp.ake in his iull commend .• For by his ruliie ouc-iide, 
hte appeares to haua pra&i&d morechc Whiprtccke, then the 
Lance. 

r.Lerd He welt may bo a firang~r, for He comes to an hanord 
triumph llrapgely fnrniiLr. 

3 • Lord. And on let purpofe let his armour ruft 
Vntill this day, to fcoWie it in the dull. 

King. Opinion’s but a foelc, that makes vs lean 
The out wa;d habice, by the inward man. 

But ftay,the Knights are camming. 

We will with-draw into the Gallery. 

Great Jhontes t andaB try. The meat/e Knight. 

Enter the K/ng and Knights frpm tilting. 

King. Knights, tofay you’r welcome were fuperfluous. 

I place vpon the volume of yourdeedes. 

As in a Title page, your worth in armes ; 

Were more then you expe6l, or more then’s fit, 

Since eucty worth in fliew commends itlelfe : 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a fifaft. 

You arc princes and my guefts, 

Thai. But you my Knight and gaeft. 

To whom this wreathe of vitSlory I giue. 

And Cro wne you King of this da yes bappinefle. 

Per: Tis more by fortune (Lady)rhen by merit. 

King. Call it by what you will, the day is yours, 

And hscre, I hope^s hoik that enuics it ; 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

In framing an Artifl, Art hath thu s decreed. 

To make fame good, but others to exceed, 

And you her laboured fchollertcorae Quecne of th’ fcaft, 
For ( daughter fo you are, here take your place j 
Mattiall the reft,as they deferue his grace. 

Knights. Wee are honoured much by good Simenides . 
King. Your, prelent glads our dayes,honour we loue. 
For who hates honour hates the God aboue. 

Marjh. Sir yonder is your place. 

Ter. Seme other is more fit. 
i .Knight. Contend not fir for we are gentle men. 

That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Enuy the great, or doe the low defpife. 

You are right curteous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit, 

By hue (l wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thdc Cates refill me, he not thought vpon. 

Thai. By l*u« (that is Queene of Manage) 

All Viands that I eate do fee me vnlauory, 

Wifliing him my meat : fure hee’s a gallant gentleman. 
King .Hec’sbut a country gentleman, has dcaeno more 
Then other Knights haua done, has broke a ftaffe, 

Orfo; let itpafle. 

Thai.To me he feemed a Diomend to glaffe. 

Per. You King’sto me, like to my fathers picture. 
Which tcls me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes fatlike liars about his Throne, 

And he the Sun, for them to reaerence j 
None thar beheld him but like lefler lights. 

Did vaile their Crownesto his fupremacy ; 

Where now his fonne like a Glo-worme in the night, 
The which hath fire in darkneffc none in light ; 
Whereby I fee that time’s the King of men. 

For hee’s their parents and he is their graue. 

And giues them wbat he will pot what they craue. 

King, w bat arc you merry, Knights ? 

Knights.'Vrho can be other in this royall prelence ? 
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